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The 'tngedie <?/Hamlet 

Thefc hands arc not morcilike. * 

Ham. But where was this? * 

Mar. My Lord vpon the p! atforme where wee Wjttcht, 
Ham Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Nora. My Lord I did. 

But anfwcr made it none, yet once mec thought 
It lifted vp it head and did addrefle 
It fclfe to m tion,like as it would fpeake : 

But euen then then the morning Cock crew loude, 

A d at the found it fliruncke in haft away 
And vaniflit ftom our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

Hera. As I doc liue my honor.d Lord tis true 
And wee did thinke it writ downe in our ducty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indccde firs but this troubles me, ) 

Hold you the watch »o night ? 

All.. Wee doe my Lord. 

Ham, Arm’d fay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord* 

Ham. From top to toe ? 
a All. My Lord from head to foott. 

Ham Then faw you not his face? 

Bora. O yes my Lord, hee Wore his beauerrp. 

H ant. What look’t hee frowningly ? 

H ora. A countenance more in lorrow then in anger. 

H am. Pale or red ? 

H ora. Nay very pale. 

H am. And fixt his eyes vpon you ? 

H ora. Moftconftantly, 

H am. I would I had. beene there. 

H ora. Tt would haue much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like, (laid it long? 

H ora. While one with moderate haft might tell a hundreth,' 1 
Toth. Longer, longer. 

H ora. Not whenlfaw’r. 

H am. His beard was grifs’ld, no. 

H ora. It was as 1 haue lecnc it in his life 
Afablefilucr’d, 

Ham. 
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f rente of Venmrke . 

H am. I will watch to night 
Perchance twill walkeagainc, 

H ora. I warn’t it will 

Ham. If it aflume my noble fathers perfon, 
lie fperkc to it though hell it felfe (hould gape 
And bid mce ho'd my peace ; I pray you all 
If you haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your'filcnce ftill, 

And what what foeuer els (ball hap to night, 

Giueic an vnderftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon the platforme twixt a leauen and twelue 
Ilevifityou. 

%AH O irduety toyout homor. Exeunt. 

H am. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would the night were come, 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deedes will rife 
Though all the earth ore-whelme them to mens eyes. 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia his Sifter, 

Laer. My neceflaries arc inbarckt, farewell. 

And lifter as the winds giuc benefit 
And conuay, in affiftant do not fleepe 
But let me heare from you. 

Ophe, Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his fauour, 
Hold itafafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A Violet in the youth ofprimy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, f a ect, not lafting, 
Theperfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Ophe, Mo mere but fo. 

Laer Thinke it no rhore. 

For nature crcfTant does not grow alone, 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the mind foule 
^ ro wes wide withali, perhaps hee loues you now, 
Ane n ow no foyle nor cautcll doth befmerch 
The vettuc of his will, but you!muft feare, 

c? 


